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Whose cureless wounds even now most freshly bleed,
Yet since my death-wound is already got,
Dear killer, spare not thy sweet-cruel shot;
A kind of grace it is to sky with speed.

XLIX

I ON my horse, and Love on me, doth try

Our horsemanships, while by strange work I prove

A horseman to my horse, a horse to Love,

And now man's wrongs in me, poor beast, descry.

The reins wherewith my rider doth me tie

Are humbled thoughts, which bit of reverence move,

Curb*d-in with fear, but with gilt boss above

Of hope, which makes it seem fair to the eye.

The wand is will; thou, Fancy, saddle art,

Girt fast by Memory; and while I spur

My horse, he spurs with sharp desire my heart.

He sits me fast, however I do stir,.

And now hath made me to his hand so right

That in the manage myself take delight.

STELLA, the fullness of my thoughts of thee
Cannot be stay'd within my panting breast
But they do swell and struggle forth of me
Till that in words thy figure be exprest:
And yet, as soon as they so formed be,
According to my lord Love's own behest,
With sad eyes I their weak proportions see
To portrait that which in this world is best.
So that I cannot choose but write my mind,
And cannot choose but put out what I write,
While these poor babes their death in birth do find.
And now my pen these lines had dashed quite
But that they stopt his fury from the same,
Because their forefront bare sweet Stella** name.

LT

PARDON mine ears, both I and they do pray,
So may your tongue still flauntingly proceed
To them that do such entertainment need^
So may you still have somewhat new to say.